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INSURANCE AT CROMER. 
“The £150 that was paid recently has eyged people on to make the most extraordinary claims against Poor Papa’s Free Life Insurance. To settle the 
question once and for all, he harangued on the subject at Cromer. One old gentleman said he felt he was entitled to £150, because he was left an orphan at the 
age of ten. A young and good looking girl said that £150 was due to her, because her husband had gone off with another lady, and an old washerwoman said 
that, as she expected At this, Poor Papa pointed out that his was an Insurance against Railway Accidents, and the meeting broke up.”—Toorsie. 


WHEN SHALL WE THREE MEET AGAINP A RURAL WRETCH. 
aN) —— 


Upon first thoughts, an English reader would be inclined 
to set down the hideous picture of French peasant life, as 
drawn by Emile Zola in “La Terre,” asa gross exaggeration 
of facts, but a mere cursory acquaintance with French 
criminal records proves that what he has written is, indeed, 
hut too true, 

As Le as August, 1883, amidst the beautiful scenery 
and genial climate of the Mas-Limousin, at the feet of the 
Pyrenees, lived one Gironde, fairly well-to-do, who was a 
widower with two sons. The papers in which the case is 
reported speak of him as having been very slow in dying. 
He did not even fall ill. He was nota harsh father. He 
was beloved by one son, or so the son said, but he lagged 
and lingered in the way of both, so one day his body, 
covered with wounds, was found in a pond near to his 
house, and his skull also was smashed in by a blow from an 
axe, 

There had been a clumsy attempt made to give the corpse 
the appearance of that of aman who had been drowned, 
and the elder son, Pierre Gironde, protesting that his father 
must have committed suicide, ee “Poor old man! How 
could he have come to destroy himself, so good aman to 
end so ill?” But Pierre was put upon his trial for the 
murder, Martin, the younger brother, being called as a wit- 
nes, At the preliminary inquiries Pierre protested nis 
Innecence, and Martin appeared to know very little of the 
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of the accused, the two 
Martin suddenly cried 
and I 


reason for going 
struck him down with a hatchet. d 
curses of the would-be assassin brought him to the spot, when 
Pierre said, handing him the axe, “As you know all, strike also; 
strike, or | will kill you.” “ And,” said the wretched youth, “I 
strack ; and when my father was dead, we stripped him and put 
other clothes on him, because those he wore were soaked in blood. 
Then, when night fell, we threw the old man into the pond to make 
believe he had drowned himself.” 

Further interrogated, he said that when the body had been 
recovered from the water and laid out on a bed, he had passed all 
the night on his knees by the bedside weeping. Martin was then 
bidden to face Pierre, look him straight in the face, and repeat 
his story. Hedidso, “Tell the truth,” cried Pierre. “As there 
is a God in Heaven,” the other replied. “You lie!" Pierre gasped. 
“Jais toi, crapule!" Martin bitterly retorted, “1 will have jus- 
tice!" The evidence that followed showed the younger son to 
have been a weak, inoffensive creature, utterly subservient to the 
strong will of the elder. Martin was found to be not guilty, and 
at once set at liberty. “He is as guy as Tam!” roared Pierre, 
but the gendarmes surrounded and dragged him away. He was 


executed at Tulle. 
s. 
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“This,” said Billiam, “should be a warning to you. Ofttimes 
have I observed that your reverend parent— : 

But here communications became so mixed, it was difficult to 
decide whether Bill's legs were growing out of Alexandry’s shoul- 
ders or Alexandry’s out) of Billiam’s, and another paraffin lamp 
came to sorrow, 

(Next week, “ The Jolly Waggoner.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
meres 
*,* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 


should inclose a stamped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps. 


ROBERT CANNING.—CCrtainly you may. How could it possibly 
make the least difference ?——Tot.— Toot ste will be pleased to insert 
ce advertisement as soon as space admits.——R. W. MACDONALD 


Glasgow).—Our answer is“ Yes” to both your questions, 

RENCH.— What a discontented fellow you are! How can Tootsie 
visit the theatres and the seaside at the same time? Wait until 
she returns, and your desire shall be gratified. — JacK.— We 
know it not——ONE WHO 18 SHOCKED, ETC.—Oh! go and—er— 
join the Young Men's Christian Association ——G. DILLIMORE 
(Bromley ).—Sorry we cannot oblige = We admire you for the 

rsererance with which you have subscribed to this wretched rag, 

t we can't make you an F.0.S.— A WOULD-BE WINNER.— 
Tucsday following the Saturday for which paper is dated.— 
LILLIAN.—Ao, “ Swelp me never!" is not an expression used in 
the best weiris-» “ Strike me pink!” is far more ladylike, and less 
calculated to draw attention ——CROYDONITE.—A. SLOPER is only 
too willing in many cases to oblige, but he firmly declines, upon 
principle, to_lay the foundation stone of your new driaking 
fountain.——MID1An.— You must be badly off for soap down your 
court, old chappie-——FRANCES M. CAPEL.— The dastard slave 
shall die, Frances! he shall indeed. ——Corna.— We know of no 
cure for blushing, Why do you want one? Hare you a demon- 
strative lover, or are you thinking of becoming an artist's model 
ora ballet girl? 


“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World. 


vrwarded toany B sh of the United Kingdom, Continent, Canada, 
and Cnited States of America, post-free : 
3 Months, 18. 8d.; 6 Months, 3e. 3d.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“ThE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 Centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 


; PARIS AGENCY, 22 RvE DE LA BANQUE. 
SLOPER’S NURSERY RHYMES. 


£1:1:0 
* e 

And the “SLOPER AWARD OF MERIT” will be given for the 
Best Nursery Rhyme, having for its first line the words, 


A PLAYFUL YOUNG LADY NAMED LYON. 


Please write on Post-Cards only, and address— 
Messrs. PICKETT & TRICKETT, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C, 
9% The List will close this day, SATURDAY, SEPTEMBER 6TH, 1890, 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 
—~— 

WHEN Tootsie said she didn't know her head from her heels, 
there was a general smile of sweet sympathy round the room. The 
last time she was at the Frivolity her dancing was of that exquisite 
character, so vigorous, 80 Frenchy and so graceful, that for the 
time Hee could not see her head for her heels, and when she turned 


round, her heels were her head, It was a perfect crib—two for het 
heels always. ee 
s 
Overheard at Richmond, 


Jones. Where is Brown, Miss Smith? 

The Beautiful Miss Smith, Oh, he has gone home, I believe. 

Jones. Indeed! Why was that? 

The B. Miss S. Oh, because I wouldn't walk with him, Sc 
ridiculous! I couldn't walk with a man covered with tar, 

Jones. Of course not. How did he get into that mess. 

The B, Miss 8S, Climbing some palings te pick me a flower | 
fancied. es 

* 


HARD times are again floating around Sloper Hall. It was a 
cruel thing for the Poor Old Man to be so uced that he had tc 
write the I O U for the pint of fourpenny on tne back of a leavin 
shop ticket, and that the only chance he had tc get a basinful o 
simple mutton broth was to wring the pomatum out of Alexandry's 
ambrosial locks into the copper, and set it a-boiling with the 
paraffin lamp. ee 

* 


Ally. I was reading, the other day, of a man down in Cornwall 
who carries on the profession of a calf-weaner. When the calf 
comes to the cow, the man mace? makes his appearance, and he 
is so monstrously ugly that the calf always bolts away frightened, 
and can never be persuaded to go near the cow again. 

Mrs. Sloper Thank goodness, then, if all other trades fail, you 
will always be ablo te earn a living, my dear, 
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C1ES8.—By Miss Sloper. 


No. 332.—The “ Cromer Bathing " Costume. 


SLOPERIUS JUVENILIS. 
“More gin, papa!” 


“Hullo, old 


doocid queer.” “ Yes, I've 


chappie! head ae 


ing for a month at a health resort, and 
it always makes me ill.” 


Voice (from pier above). ‘Ere, Bill, ‘ere, come and'elp us ‘aul in the line. I've got 
‘old of a regular whore tlus time. Oh, blimey ! ain't ‘e a-pullin'! 


(And the words that old spark used—well, there—they are 


“Mect me by moonlight alone.” 


No! Not if A. SLOPER is aware of 


it. 


too wig-ed for publication, 


Mrs. Ginblossom. Now, there's my 
Billy ‘ere‘asn't a sole to his boot, an’ ‘ow 
to find the money to buy a new pair I dou't 
know. Still, ‘tis a poor 'eart that never 


reinices, Another 
rua, 


twopenn'orth, young 


A <_< $_$_$_$_$_$$O——LL_$<$—L$§ 
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[Saturday, September 6, 1890. 


HE loved her. She sat u 


m his knee. He pressed that lovely 
form to his manly bosom. What a sight it was when that there 
blooming left lez of the chair, as ever was, gave way! And then 
her lovely nose forced his three pound ten set of grinders down 
past his tonsils, and her lovely boot smashed three gas globes at 
one kick, and when they were picked up, they were as mixed as 
sweet-bags in a penny dip. They have not loved since then, and 
the waste brown paper and vinegar used on that man is sufticient 
to have made a foundation for the new London Eiffel Tower ! 


A PORT has writ ; his only books 
Consisted of fair woman's looks, 
And pleasant reading found them. 
No doubt he'd press each book before 
He'd put it by to read some more, 
And in his arms he bound them, 


* 
Or course he hadn't been out to a summer “smoker,” so why 
should he have thought the street door closed when it was so wide 
open? and why should he have thrust his latchkey between his 
helpmate’s pearly teeth and turn it round, knocking off two of her 
best, under the impression that that swect smiling mouth was the 
ordinary keyhole of commerce un ‘ 

s 
Mrs. Barnschoot (relating experiences when in India). And there 
was I alone in the bungalow, and the tiger was wandering round 
the verandah, endeavouring to make his way in. 
Mrs. Robinson, And weren't you afraid, dear? 
Mrs. Barnschoot, Oh, no! Captain Barnschoot had told me 
that it was a man eating tiger, 80, of course, | was not in the least 
alarmed, *.° 


“ Dip you hear that Canon Jawkins was robbed of his watch and 
chain last Sunday?” inquired Perkyns. “Indeed!” exclaimed 
Sharpshins ; “then he is a rifled cannon. I always thought he was 
a smooth-bore.” *° 


CIRCUMSTANCES alter cases. I didn’t think much of that girl's 
ankles when | saw her mounting the tram car, but when I followed 
her after that three penn’orth up the monument it was, indeed, a 
revelation. I think that that there lovely edifice ought to be 


advertised a good deal more than it is, 
ss 


* 
Anzious Mother. Tommy, I wish Y ie wouldn't play with that 
little pistol. S'posing it was to go off and hurt somebody ? 
Tommy. That's all right, ma; it’s only a barker. 
Anzious Mother. Ah! but it might prove a biter. 
Tommy. No fear of that, ma ; it’s got a muzzle on it. 
Anzxious Mother. Oh! that's all right, then. 

s* 


* 
SLOPER indignantly repudiates the base assertion that he is not 
equal to holding on to the knocker. McGooseley has cruelly 
remarked, in his latest diary, that if that there SLOPER didn’t hold 
on to the knocker, he would stand a good fifty to one bet that he 
would smash his exquisite proboscis on the doorstcp. 

2 


s 
SHE was rinking at Olympia ; 
She was graceful, and her hair— 
Surely nothing could be compet ! 
In short, you'll guess that she was fair. 


Ispoke. She said,“ Did you address me? 
Your efforts, sir, are all no go ; 

For he who wishes to possess ine 
Must marry me for weal or woe.” 


I married, but she would not woa— 
In fact, the matter not to mince, 
She has the wheel and I the woe, 
For she’s been rinking ever since. 
** 
* 
It was a hard thing when they cut Jones’ water off. Sweet, 
simple minded, healthy creature, he used to take his cold tub in 
the cistern, defiant of microbes and everything else. But it was « 
sight, indeed, to see the worthy creature seated on the lead sheeting, 
holding on to the ball cock, under the impression that he was 
picking apples, and saying aloud, “ What price codlings this 
season?” And yet Jones never drinks ! 
e* 
= 


Landsman (nakieg a@ hammock). Oh, yes, I am quite a dab at 
ee sort of work. Why, | can turn out a hammock in about three 
ours ! 


Old Seaman. Aye, but the hammock could turn yeu out in 
about three minutes. +" 


UNDER the best of circumstances, Justices’ justice is sufficiently 
ridiculous, but at this season, when the Justices’ clerks areaway for 
their holidays, and the poor magistrates have to depend upon the 
assistance of deputy-assistant clerks, the muddles that are made is 
something awful. oe 

s 


McGoosELEY said the girl was a good dancer. There was some- 

thing bright and cheerful about her when she was in the quadrille 

Parisenne. Nota soul in the stalls ever saw her lovely face. It 

was always hidden by the sole of her twenty-four button bottines. 
-* 


* 
“Don't ery like that, my dear. Endeavour to control your feel- 
ings a little,” remarked Mr. Nincompoop at the theatre. “Ah! 
th-th-that's just I-l-like you, John, Y-y-you ne-ne-never will 1-I-let 
me en-en-enjoy. myself,” replied Mrs. Nincompoop. 
“* [ Renewed seds. 
s 
Beggar. Give me a copper for my poor sick wife, sir. 
Gentleman, No, thank you, my man. It’s a low price, certainly ; 
but I’ve already got one at home. 
se * 
s 
“HALLO, old man!” exclaimed Bullion, “how are you? Were 
you at the church bazaar?” “Oh, yes, I was there” replied Hardup. 
You weren't there long, anyhow,” said Bullion. “No, 1 was 
rather short,” sadly responded Hardup. 


* 
Was she sweet and was she fair? 
Had she sunny, golden hair? 
Yet in her socks were holes a pair; 
No diamonds to me were s0 fair 
As those small chunks of epidermis. 


+ 

ALLY says he never knew such times of short-coined-ness 25 
these placid days of Autumn. First of all he borrows one bloke’s 
ulster when it rains, and then somebody else takes that ulster, and 
leaves it at the pawnshop, and then somebody else—his favour- 
ite tart—is so reduced in circumstances that she borrows that 
leaving ticket, and, carefully manipulating it with the scissors, 
converts it into a side comb ; and even then there is not an end of 
it, for it is borrowed by the next door neighbour to urnament the 
apple pie, because “company is expected.” 


ALLY SLOPER’S ART UNION. 


The next picture to be given to the readers of “ALLY SLOPER'S TIALF-HOLI- 

DAY,” ts an oil painting by FREDERICK BARNARD, measuring 56 in, x 50 in. im 

handsome gold frame, and entitled, 

“CORIIT AND TOUCHSTONE.” 
Make ONE APPLICATION ONLY, by sending an Envelope with this announce- 
ment inclosed, together swith your Name and Address, any time before September 30h. 
Address—“ ALLY SLOPER'’S ART UNION.” - 

“THE SLOVERIES,” 99 Shoe Lane, Tandon, E.C. 

%_* This Picture is on View every Friday afternoon between 3 p.m. and © p.m 


Saturday, September 6, 1690.) 
~ TOOTSIE AT LOWESTOFT. 


1 poy’t know how this tour is going to end, but things are not 
exactly at their liveliest just now. We are, you observe, at “a most 


~ fashionable watering- 
; place on the north 
- east coast of Suffolk.” 

The Suffolk “tashion- 


ables,” as they used to 
say in the old Belle 
Assemblée, are no 
doubt round about, 
but some of them are 
funny to look at. 

Accordmg to the 
pecs guide-book, 

sowestoft “commands 
a view of the German 
Ocean such as no other 
town on the east coast 
possesses.” I have 
wondered more than 
once why the Ocean 
up our side should be 
German, but perha 
there’s a law on the 
subject, and it has to 
be labelled like toys 
and things. Neither do 
I know whether any- 
body has ever asked 
what the wild waves 
Lowestoft way are 
saying, and in what 
language they talk, but 
. _ .ohalf-way across, I 
suppose—it is in broken English mixed up with oft re 
echoes of “Steward!” However, German or English, the Ocean, 
as seen from Lowestoft, is very fine, and in winter, I am told, 
there are not a few wrecks, 

The Lowestoft Beach is allowed to be unrivalled, and possesses a 
broad expanse of | fisnaton | sand. Reclining there gracefully upon 
a seat, Lottie and [ become the objects of adoration of a Lowestoft 
masher, who poses aud postures with infinite perseverance, till, 
over-balancing, he shows the soles of his boots, and retires a wiser, 
if sadder and sorer young man. 

Things, as I began by observing, are not quite as gay as they 
might be. Instead of putting up at the “ Royal,” as we all naturally 
supposed he would do, Bob took lodgings in Wellington Esplanade, 
and we are feeding on tinned meats, aud fish caught by the party. 
Billy is wasting visibly, and, to add to his sufferin 8, his ma has 
stopped supplies, and has written to explain that that half-sovereign 
he thought was a birthday present was, in reality, four weeks’ 
allowance — in 
advance. Des- 
pair is written 
im big black 
capitals on 
Billy’s brow. 

Meanwhile, 
the Dook’s 
tenant has sent 
hima post office 
order for five 
shillings “ with- 
out prejudice,” 
and the Heredi- 
tary is investing 
heavily in 
“‘a'p'ny hices” 
and = mashing 
the ice maiden ; 
but he will lend 
nothing, and 
Billy is bunless. 

According to 
the guide-book, 
fishing is the 
staple — occupa 
tion of Lowes- 
foft. Quantities 
se elas anes 

w« caught, also il 
whiting, | cod- ae eas 
ling and butts, Billy flops. 
and occasions 

ally co. Of course, Bob would save a lot of money by buying 
lis fish ata shop, instead of hiring a boat and a man and a boy ; 
but thats not his way, and so poor Billy and the Dook, when 
not out with him, pace to and fro like ravenous wolves, waiting 
Ull he has caught our dinner. 

| may mention, however, that Lardi, Tottie and I look after our- 

selves, and have had some nice little lunches here and there, to say 
nothing of ajolly picnic in the woods at Frittun. There are some 
very nice drives, too, round about Lowestoft, and the noted steam 
launch Atalanta starts daily for a trip to some place of interest— 
to Beccles, perhaps, or Somerleyton, St. Olaves or Norwich. 
_ The South Pier is one of the great attractions of Lowestoft. It 
is, savs the guide, “ promenaded by thousands, who, while enjoying 
the delightful sea-breeze, can sit and watch the veasels come in or 
leave the Harbour, and at the same time listen to an excellent band 
which plays on the Pier every day, Sundays excepted.” 

It is, by-the-way, I have observed in the course of my wander- 
ings, that “ Sundays 
spon notion 
whic pulenieoret 
on places generally. 
Look at Brighton, 
even! What an 
awful thing is a 

3righton Sunday! 
Margate is the best, 
perhaps, if you 
can spend all 
day on the Ex- 
tension, but it is sad 
enough everywhere 
—and why? Oh! 
why? 
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* * * 

That wretched 
cheap check suit of 
Billy’s has come to 
sorrow once again. 

Whilst indulging 
in an econoinical 
foot-bath in the 
ocean, a wave upset 
him, and new again 
heis confined to his 
couch, whilst the 
checks shrink before 
the kitchen tire. 

* * * 

Here’s a dis- 
covery! The Dook, 
Jike Billy, buys and 
wolls lollipops 
We have tracked him down, and on his body were found 
a huabo chain, a Scotch pat. two white mice. a Gap nigger. two 

he dims anda Wood Green Bouncer. No worder he's dyspeptic ! 


‘Away feos 
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ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


TWENTY SLOPER 
KEYLESS WATCHES 


GIVEN AWAY EVERY WEEK 
To Purchasers of 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


———— 


ee 


Cut out and fill in the Label printed below,and post it to :— 
THE “SLOPER” WATCH DEPARTMENT, 


“ The Sloperics,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, B.C. 
“Ally Sloper's Half-Holiday,” September 6th, 1890. 


Name 


Address. 


Age... 


How many times applied . 


How apy Purchaser of 
the “‘Half-Holiday”’ 
The List for this week will elose on Tuesday evening next, 


September 9h. The List for August 30th will be published in the 
“ HALF-HOLIDAY” fur September 13th. 


213th WEEK. 
LIST FOR AUGUST 28rd. 
The following Twenty Applicants have been given 
“SsSLOPER” WATCHES: 
1, EDWIN BRIEN, Engineer, 4 Bertrand Street, Lewisham. Age. ee 


Subscriber—since commencement. 
2. Miss A. E. SCATH, 3 Havelock Street, Copenhagen Street. 
Subscriber—since No. 1. N. 
3. JOHN ROBERT BEESON, Hairdresser, 1 Dawson Terrace, Haverstock Hill. 
Age, 26 years. Subscriber—since beginning. LONDON, 
4. JANE STEWART, Servant, 1 West Street. Age, 29 years. Subscriber— 
5) years. BLANDFORD. 
5. WILLIAM EVANS, Bill Poster, Bolton Bill Posting Co., Institute Street. 
Age, 42 years. Subscriber—6 years. BOLTON. 
6. ALFRED L. UPTON, Caretaker of Club, 45 St. Alban’s Road. 


0) 
Age, 28 years, 
LONDON 


Age, 22 
years. Subscriber—since No. 2. DARTFORD. 

7. ALICE FRANCISCO, Equestrienne, 63 Lower Dominick Street. Age, 30 
ears. Subscriber—over 5 years, DUBLIN. 


8. RBERT SMITH, Footman, Kidbrooke Park. Age, 24 years. Subscriber 


—5 years, 8 months. EAST GRINSTEAD. 
9. ALFRED HANSFORD, Dairyman, Fitznell Cottage. Age, 30 years. Sub- 
seriber—5 EWELL. 
Age, 22 years. Subscriber 


10. MAGGIE McVEA, 4 Anchor Lodges, Esplanade. 
nt. HOLYWOOD (Co. Down). 


—since commencement. 
11. SANDY OWEN, “The Noted Fried Fish Shop,” 1 Gilbert Street, Hessle 
Road. Age, 29 years. Subscriber—6 years, 2 weeks. HULL. 
12. RICHARD PRICE DAVIS, Commissionaire, 1! Miller Street. Age, 32 
years. Subscriber—5 years, 25 weeks, regular. LOWER BROUGHTON. 
13. RICHARD HERBERT, Carpenter, etc., 5 Spring Gardens, Princes Street. 
Age, 36 vears. Subscriber—5 years, 36 weeks. NEW SWINDON. 
14. W. GUEST, Errand Boy, 352 Liverpool Road. Age, 15 years, Subscriber— 


5 years, 2 months. PATRICROFT. 
15. FLORENCE WADSWORTH, | Market Place. Age, 15 years. Subscriber 
—5 years, 11 weeks, PONTEFRACT. 
16. C. ATTRIDGE, Apprentice, Kimpton House. Age, 14 years. Subscriber— 
5 years. ROYSTON. 
17. HARRY HEWITT, Bailiff’s Assistant, Mabledon Park. Age, 25 years. 
Subscriber—since commencement, TONBRIDGE. 


13. SEPTIMUS RADFORD, Shop Porter, Guildford Place, High Street. Age, 
18 years, Subscriber—4 years, 41 weeks. TAUNTON. 

19. SERGT. G. CUREL, soldier, Rifle Depét. Age, 25 years. Subscriber—since 
November, 1884. WINCHESTER. 

20. JAMES RCCK, Hairdresser's Assistant, 3 Walsall Street. Age, 17 years, 
Subscriber—4 years, 11 months. WOLVERHAMPTON. 


AMOROUS TRADESMEN. 
No. 6—THE PASSIONATE FISHMONGER TO HIS LOVE. 
THIS is a quiet and pleasant pluice, 
’Tis here I'll tell the old, old story ; 
Oh, sweet Aun Chovy ! grant me grace, 
And listeu to your fond Johu Dury. 


My sole is full of love for thee, 
Although I've done my best to curb it ; 
Your siwile can fill my heart with glee, 
Your slightest frown can sore per-turh it, 


I'm not a wealthy man, I fear, 
I'm not a drill-iant match, | know ; 
Yet, say that you'll be mine, my dear, 
And hand in hand through life w'cel go. 


I'll fall in with thy every wish, 
I'll give thee all I really can ; 
For Shough all day I'm selling fish, 
I trust 1'm not a sell fish man. 


Should you refuse to be my wife, 
I should be well nigh mad with grief 
I've dealt in poisson all iny life, 
In poison, then, I'd seek relief. 
You shrimp—I mean you shrink—from me ; 
You love another, I believe. 
Never again your face I'll see, 
And 80, Miss Chovy, take my leave. 


> 


WINDOW -CLEANING EXTRAORDINARY. 

IT is really remarkable, the difference that exists between the 
right and the wrong way of doing many little things. For instance, 
a well known family in Brighton imported a young lady from 
Ireland last week, to act in the capacity of housemaid. Asa trial 
trip, she was told by her mistress to wash the second floor windows, 
She had evidently seen the way in which the art was performed by 
the neighbouring servants, and was all right as far as washing the 
outsides were concerned. When that part of the job had been 
finished, it occurred to her that the proper thing to do was to 
proceed in the same way as regards the insides. What was the 
surprise and edification, then, of the passers-by to see a pair of 
generously proportioned nether limbs, clad in brilliantly striped 
hosiery, dangling from the outside of a window, with the 
owner blissfully unconscious of the sensation she was creating ! 
The lady of the house saw the crowd, and went out to see what the 
matter was, when, the queer spectacle meeting her gaze, she rushed 
in.and, to the disappointment uf the local loafers, the show stopped 
suddenly ! 


YOUR CHARACTER TOLD. 


For the Benet of the Keaders of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALE-HOLTDAY,” (he sors 
revs of a Grapholoyist of avec’ dill and talent hare been engared. leaders 
desirivg a delineation of ther chavacter must send a lteter of moderate lenath, 
signed with the usual stouature, and cecompanted hy a scamped addressed envelope 
(with the writer's own address), Mb letters must be direetod lo— 

“ALLY SLOPER'S GRAVHOLGG IST.” 
“THE SLOPERLE Wo Shoe Lane, Lendon, B.C. 

Answers will be posted dircel to the addresses viren om Envelope, No notice wiih 
be taken of ane commesreaten not complain with (he dhere rerulations 


Owing tothe evormons wider of letiors reecit A. Answers canna be guarantee t 
within Jourtern aps, Gul ud be porated as curin a: 5 
<6 
3 é 
oe 
Yon che PRE SF yh) xs ST AEte, Vv 
™ . roe abit SE 2 SZ. 


: = ae 
Cll a ihe nmin ty nant ARE Ps aes om + 


THE TABLES TURNED. 


Seas 
Briscoe used to say that there were more things in heaven and 
earth than were dreamt of in men’s philosophy, He gave the 
sentence as his 
own, but [ found 
it afterwards in 
Shakespeare. 

He wasn't ex- 
actly a nice look- 
ing chap, but the 
girls said he was 
“interesting.” 

Sriscoe was a 
Spiritualist. Went 
in forrapping and 
table-turning and 
visions, He saw 
‘em—the visions | 
mean, and we had 
to believe in what 
he told us. Lord 
bless you! Zceould 
have done it my- 
self, onl 1 
scorned to seek to 
win Myleeva by 
such means. 

Myleena Pratt 
was the best look- 
ing girl in all our 
Association, and 
hair less tousled 
than that of the 
other girls, 

Myleena played the harmonium at our séaxces. Inspired by the 
spirits her music was. “I shut my eyes and feel them rustling 
round me, and then the inspiration comes, and I play divine strains 
that are echoes of the music of the world unseen,” she used to say, 
dreamily. 

The spirits had a liking for Myleena, When we were sitting in 
the dark and they were playing about the room, while one would 
get a box in the ears, ane another—me generally—a tweak on the 
niose, Myleena always felt a kiss on her lips. She used to speak of 
it with reverence as a manifestation of spiritual favour, but | didn't 
think any better of the spirits for it. I could have manifested as 
much as that myself. 

It was through the spirits that our engegenirnt got broken off— 
for we became engage , Myleena and I. Bri 

t 


me € iscoe found us out,and 
taxed me with it. er that they turned nasty. 


She played the harmonium. 


Myleena got 
tweaked now as 
well as me, and it 
began to prey on 
her; and Briscoe 
began to see horrid 
visions and des- 
cribe them, and a 
luminous cofiiu in 
outline appeared 
over the harmo- 
nium, with My- 
leena’s name on 
the lid. And so she 
came to me, all in 
tears, and said that 
the affair must be 
broken off. 

“They frown 
upon our union,” 
she sobbed ; “and 
how could youand 
1 ever be happy 
with crowds -of 
unseen witnesses 
disapproving of 
our happiness?” 

“They don't 


f t 


sneering like, 
they de, why don't 
they shew up and 
say sc?" “IT never kicked aspirit yet, but [daresay [could if | tried.” 

“Oh, Henry!” she implored, “cease those dreadful words, 
They may be listening to you at this moment!” ; 

“Let ’em,” I replied. Then [put my arm round her waist. 
“Myleena,” [ said, “putting spirits out of the question, has 
anything earthly been trying to part true hearts!) And is it a 
crawling worm by the name of Briscoe?” ; . 

And she confessed that Briscoe had been casting his unwhole- 
sume sheep's eyes on her lately, and told me that he had raid | 
was unworthy of her. That put my blood up. ’ 

Then we both went off together to the rooms where our mectings 
were held. Briscoe hired em,and we subscribed to defray the cost. 
There was to be a great demonstration that night, Briscoe said, 

So we tied him up and sealed him and put him in his closet, and 
turned out the gas and sat down and joined hands. | had made u 
my mind to have done with Briscoe and the spirits for good and all. 

There was some rapping first, and it spelt out that a worldly 
marriage was about to take place in our midst, aud that the spirits 
didn't like it. — 

Then the harmonium began to groan out a spiritual melody that 
sounded like “Two lovely black eyes,” and the door of Briscoe's 


My arm round her. 


closet opened, and a long white figure came out with a shining, 
glided to the 


le blue face and a aimell of phosphorus. It 
armonium. 
The music 
stopped, and I 
heard Myleena 


never, 
never will. Oh, 
forgive me!" 
she wailed. My 
neighbours held 
me tightly, but I 
wrenched myself 
away from them, 
overset my chair 
and grappled 
with the spirit. 
Well, now, if 


you'll believe 
ine, when I had 
inastered — him, 


wiry as he was, 
it was Briscoe. 
Briscoe got up 
in a white sheet, 
with a tlowing 
wiy and his uglv 
face  stnothered 
with luminous 
paint, to repres 
sent Myvleena’s 
father, who was 
dead and gone. 
Well, that was A 
the end of our asseciation. LT kicked Briscoe and marricd Way tbeoua, 
und the spirits don’t -cem to trouble their heads abuut us ui is 


ae d 
hichod Brine. 


(Saturday, September 6, 1890. 


“ What do you think, dear? My lushani 
wants me to stop smoking. Impudence. 
, isn't it? But I won't! Fve told him | | 


Trotter, No, thanks ; we might get upset. 


Boatman, Boat, sir ? ¥ never interfere with his smoking—he sha'n't 


“Taint goin’ to move—so there! “Ere I Alice. Good gracious, Ada! You're bathing with a jacket on. 4 - ' ey : é baked 
ar Al te Seed womiot. G0 Sure tes ‘Ada, Yes; she woter is 20 cold! Ce ree Cmcenee Raeee TE" | Rereciemames lanier | 
TOOTSIEB'S FRIENDS. DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—PAUL MERITT, Esq. 
f 4. 


(1). “ Nice morning for the country, Mr. SLOPER,” said mine host of the * Sloper laugh) end he would find “ measter.”——(3). And, sure enough, there was Mr. Fant 
Arms" to the Eminent, who was peacefully wiping his coral lips with the back of Meritt giving directions toa reaper. “Lower down yon blue sky border, lad; th > 
delicately shaped hand. “It is, my friend, and, by Jove! T'll run down and interview corn is roipe for cuttin’, and it sha’n't be said that farmer Meritt had naught but fine 


No. 146.—Miss AMY LAMB: i , t 
No. Ml PAMBEET worthy farmer Meritt! So long!” A flash of coat-tail, and he was gone. The scene | weather to do 't in."——(4). “ Ah, friend SLOPER, I'm out an’ out glad to sev thee 
© Her peerless form enraptures all.” now changes to ..r. Paul Meritt’s farm. Stage peasants were wandering about with But thee must be famished. Come up t’ house, an’ thee shall have t’ best cup vc: der 
—The Dook Snook. agricultural implements, “And where can I fiud the master, pretty one?” inquired | and the fattest bit o’ bacon that we can give thee !"——(5). “ Yes, yes! But what ts 
“To win her love I'd sacrifice my soul.” A. SLOPER of a particularly nice one. But the “pretty one” told him to go and ask that mysterious individual, Paul, who list'essly wanders yonder o'er the meads t 
—Lord Bob. someone else, for if she was seen talking to him, she would be fined half a crown out Paul Meritt grasped A. SLOPER'S wrist like a vice. “ Hush! he said, in a hoar~* 
a is of her week's salary. —(2). Anon The Moully One came across a comic countryman, whisper. ‘Swear that you will not divulge what I am about to impart to yout 
Although she spurns me from her, I shall ever be her slave. who, for the consideration of the price of a mug 0’ yale, directed him to cross the Swear!” “Damn!” “Enough! Anov, then, that that is Paddington Green come '9 
--The Hon. Billy. | rustic bridge in the cornfield beyond’ Dead *Man's Copse (pronounced corpse to get a | tarry ‘neath my humble roof for awhile, to see how he likes living out of London! 


POISONING THE MIND OF ‘THE DEPUTY MINISTER. 


a Z “ 


setter hey yer ats 


(QU). “Look at that human eurwig,” said the Laird to (2). “ A’ stop lus wicked ways,” said the diviae, em- (3). “It’s no the liek that bothers me : it’s the breakin’ (4). And the deputy murmured, * a i He nest 
inte 3 Al 


the deputy minister. “That's the vile McNab wha writes phusising his remarks with a brick. the current of man's ideas,” said the Elder. sandyepered with pepper than desceu 
tae SLOPER.” ornets.” 
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| 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. | 


A merry Ch——there, there, [ was almost saying Christmas! Confound this weather, how it | The Dook, Lord Bob,and Billy gay, At pacha, | spend a happy day Dapriise J sneer at tea, for beer 1 
does mislead you! When I peered out of the window just now, I made sure we were in the middle | they wish, And drink it like so many fish :—In Germany they're trying hard To quarrel, xo French ‘| 
of winter. ear me, how absent minded I’m getting! Proceed, please :—Another record here | wine discard :—The Japanese elections hate, Si quickly from their towns they “ skate.”—You will | 


bchold,—' Twas made at Haydon Camp, I’m told :—This sort of theft, you'll all agree, Is shameful, | see my centre illustration depicts a trio of well known personages oorerine & ders shooting. A few 
ERIAN SHOWMAN, 


wud should punished be :—The parsons flock to see the play, And great enjoyment there display :— | hours’ shooting may be obtained even at Lowestoft.——THE SLOP 


! MOOR IMPROVEMENTS. 


SHAKESPEARE ILLUSTRATED. 
“ Lay on, Macduff !"— Macbeth, i 


THE PLEASURES OF THE SEASIDE. 

Isn't it jolly to get sunburned and sore, aud blown out of shape by 
the beautiful seaside gales that it is difficult to stand against ? 
Uh, we do enjoy it so much! And won't people remark on their 
lreadfully brown faces, and look envious when they arrive back in 
‘ondon? Just a little bit! But what do Mr. and Mrs, Marma- 
tke care so long as they enjoy themselves. 


AN ILL WIND. aes NWN 
CA title of iro.) = | a 
nf 


—_ 


7 


i 


2, “Deil tak’ ita’! What im- | 
pudence! Now I've aboot} lost 
me ticket and me bonnet as 


JL“ Eve nae pockets in these 
essed toys, sae TM just pit ma 
ket in me bonnet for safety,” 


She. Well, how do you get on with your shooting, Lord George ? 
He, Excellent, Miss Trussbird, Excellent, [—law—sure you. Tmpwoved —haw—wondertul, 
haven't I, John? 


| 7 ‘ ; ; yee . t } 
LW Ente, \ ! 
| 


THE PET OF THE BALLET ‘ N 
} 


clpel Samy Macluzgan, as he | well. Whoever will believe it : ; 
ford on tld eck. of one of the | when T sa’ they blew away to- | John (gamekeeper). Tshould think so, sir. Why, would you believe it, Miss? Last year he souluu't “Well, well, Pdeclare! Another one uskin: for iuck of my 
‘lyde steamers, * gether,” shvuot without shutting Jus eyes and trembling. Now he vuly trembles. beautiful goldeu Lair. 


=~ 
A GOOD BEGINNING. 

“My fut's upon my native heath, mon; my name's MeNab!” 
exclaimed the Elder last Monday, as he and the Eminent alighted 
from the two- 
penny tram 
which had 
brought — them 
both from the 
Gray’s Inn Road 
to Hampstead. 
“Your name is 
McNab,” replied 
‘The Sere and 
Yellow One, 
“but ain't you 
made a_ slight 
mistake as to 
the locale of 
your birth?) 1 
always — under- 
stood you made 
your debutt in 
the Land o° 
Cakes, Haggis 
and Cock 
leeky.” 
first half-hour or 
so the left eye 
of the Elder 
scintillated — in 
its socket, while 
the right one 
gave fortha blue 
flame. The man 
frae the North had copped the needle. After rubbing his back 
against the donkey-pound for exactly twenty-nine-and-a-half 
minutes, he burst out, “ Hoot and toot and gang awa! Scots wha 
hae wae Wallace bled, when the bluidy kai comes hame!” The 
object of the journey was to shoot partridges, however, and not to 
use bad language, Searcely, though, had a gun been tired, when 
two stalwart representatives of the S division led them gently 
towards the station. Later on, in the prison cell, while waiting 
for Uncle Boftin to bail them out, A. SLOPER observed that he 
thought it would have come cheaper if they had ordered the part- 
ridges from the poulterer. * Aye, mon !” replied the kilted prisoner. 


* 

It is not true that the family motto of the McNabs is “Itech 
Dien.” The report, too, that The Elder of that [lk is about to start 
a new Sporting Paper, to be called The Scratching Post and 
financed by the Duke of Argyll, is not to be relied upon implicitly. 


THE Friend of Man is anxious that it should be known that he 
is not writing his Naughty-biography. He has too much respect 
for the feelings of others. e¢ 

* 


TooTsi1E fails to sympathize with “A Mother of Five,” who recently 
wrote to one of the evening papers complaining that her five 
daughters, aged between eighteen A 
and twenty-six, had hitherto failed 
to net anything in the shape of 
suitable partners for life's weary 
pilgrimage. The unfortunate ma- 
tron ascribes this fact to the reason 
that they have always been kept 
strictly within the bounds of pro- 
priety and “never allowed to ad- 
vertise in matrimonial journals, or 
dine out alone with eligible gentle- 
men,” of which, she remarks, the 
emancipated maiden thinks 
nothing. “A Mother of Five” has 
herself to thank; to debar her 
daughters from participating in 
the advantazes of Tootsie’s Matri- 
monial Agency is sheer barbarism, 
and her offspring’s spinsterhood be 
upon her own head, 


A. SLOPER, the Universal Sundays 
Demonstrator, has read several 
letters in the papers lately from 
effete old women, who object to 
the Sabbath being desecrated by 
Processions, in aid of Charitable 
Institutions, parading the street<. 
They also say the noise disturbs 
them. The F.O.M. strongly advises 
people, who are built that way, to 
yo out to Bermuda and have a complete rest. A, SLOPER has 
now taken part in dozens of these Parades, and he says they don’t 
make half the row the Salvation Army does. What cher, Booth? 


Tie latest freak of the Austrian populace is honeymooning in 
furniture vans. A newly married pair recently started from Vienna 
ina van expressly fitted for the purpose, amidst the plaudits of a 
large concourse of spectators who had assembled to wish bon vayage 
to the happy par, and from latest accounts the twain are enjoying 
avery jolly holiday, To say the least of it, this is a very econ- 
omical method of spending a honeymoon—no railway fares, no 
heavy hotel bills, and lastly, no horrible waiters to tip. If this 
custom is adopted by the English community, loveliuess will have 
less cause to complain of the reluctance of the young man male 
thing to enter the lists as a candidate for matrimonial honours. 


GREAT, indeed, must be the rejoicings in the respective breasts 
of Messrs. Horace Seder, F.C. Burnand and Charles Harris over 
the enthusia:- 
tic manner in 
which the new 
comic opera 

Captain 
Thérése has 
been received 
both by the 
critics and the 
public. It is 
a deserved 
triumph = for 
all concerned, 
com poser, 
librettist, 
manager and 

performers, 
replete with 
tuneful music, 
sparkling 

libretto, 

extravagantly 
yet withal 
tastefully 
mounted. and 
interpreted by 
such artiste: 
as Joseph Vapley, Hayden Cotlin, Harry Monkhouse, Machine 
Amadi, Phyllis Broughton. and Attallie Chtire (2 recent importation 
from America), what wonder that the opera was an unquatitied 
success? Tn that crowded house. not one dissenticut voice leavened 
the storm of applause which zreeted the performers a> they were 
sim oned before the curtain, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


Cuk10Us are the ways of Yankee judges. A youth was brought 
before one of these worthy gentlemen, the other day, charged with 
kissing an lowa girl, in spite of her 
strenuous efforts to prevent him. 
Did the judge, while solemuly lec- 
turing the too amorous youth on the 
evils of allowing his passions to get 
the better of his reasoning power, 
intlict a heavy fine on the prisoner ! 
Not a bit of it! Calmly dismissing 
the culprit, the Bench smiled upon 
the fair plaintiff, avowing that she _ 
was so pretty that it was only a sense 
of judicial dignity that prevented 
the court from kissing her itself. 


* 

A. SLOPER, Rinker-Extraordinary, 
accompanied by other members of 
the Rolling Stock, journeyed tuo 
Brighton on Saturday, August 23rd, 
to visit Olympia, the skating rink of 
the Brightonians. Mr. Dudley Wyatt, 
the manager, had arranged a very 
pleasant surprise for ALLY. The 

arty was met at the station by the 

fayor, Mr. Alderman MagesHng 
Captain Collins, of the Skylark, 
Professor Dunn, from Brill’s Baths, 
and Mr. Reddish, from The Pier. 
After an address had been read, and 
a few drinks taken aboard in the 
Refreshment Room, these four gen- 
tlemen obliged with a Pas de Quatre 
on the arrival platform, to the 
strains of the Wheeler Band, and much to the inconvenience of the 
eae] oon Since the Shah visited old Sassoon last year, Brighton 

asn’t been socompletely upset. Enthusiastic inhabitants, running 
short of bunting, were positively hanging their trousers out of 
window, soas to make the town luok pretty. The Brighton Olympia 
is not as big as the London one, but it’s an important place, and 
12,658 people passed the turnstiles last Saturday week. In spite of 
the evenness of the floor, A. SLOPER returned to town a wiser and 
a more bruised man than ever. » « 

2 


Last week A. SLOPER came up to town to do “a round of the 
halls.” He started with the London Pavilion, where he found 
every seat full, and all the stars of the music hall firmament shining 
their brightest. Speeding thence and in the fleetest hansom pro- 
curable, he entered the cosy little Tivoli, where he witnessed the 
greater part of a very excellent programme, which included Jolly 
John Nash, Howard Reyeckds, Curtis D'Alton, Charles Godfrey, 
Ben Nathan, Harriett Vernon and Lottie Collins. "Twas late 
when he reached the Royal, but he found everybody in the best of 
tempers, which says worlds for the excellence of the entertainment 

rovided. Something or other (probably the excitement) upset The 

Sminent, and goodness knows what might have occurred, had not 
a friendly policeman charitably conveyed The Frequently Inebriated 
One to Paddington Station, where, after a refreshing slumber in the 
waiting room, he took the first train back to Tenby, vowing that 
he never’sh-hic-shpeni such th'ro’gly ‘joy’ble evenin’sh in his life. 


s 
A first class return ticket and £10 given away weekly fora 
trip to the Seaside, The summer is fast going, and autumn is 


approaching. Already the green 
C vey Ow we, 


leavesareturning into what Aunt Hl 
Geeser calls a “ bee-utiful hor- > Saasavamrura 
burn,” and in a very few weeks 
more the winter overcoat, redo- 
lent of camphor, will be peri- 
winkled out of the chest of 
drawers where it has lain for 
months uncared for. The old 
saying of “ Make hay while the 
sun shines” has never been 
better applied than whens : 
ing of ALLY’s Seaside Trips. 
Some of you dormant Brown- 
ings and latent Miltons, why 
don’t you hurry up and send in 
comeahini’! The Masterpiece 
is down at Cromer this week, 
on the war-path with his world 
fumed sarsaparilla drink, and 
he will be pleased if one of you 
will run down and “ ‘avea drink 
along’er im.” So compose a four 
line verse on Cromer, and send it, with yourname and address and 
this paragraph, to “ ALLY THE TRIPPER,” “The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe 
Lane, Fleet Street London, EC. " 
s 
A FIRST class return ticket to Torquay, and £10, have been 

sent to FLORENCE E. A. MASON, 7 St. Luke's Square, Victoria 
Docks, London, for the best four line verse on Torquay. In spite 
of the remonstrances of the authoress, we fearlessly publish it :— 

Well you know, you wicked ALLY, others think the same as you. 

Young and tender do you call them? Yes; and reasonable, too ! 

Send the ticket and the “tenner.” I'd, too, revel at Torquay 

In chatty, cosy little dinners with a pleasant vis-a-vis. 


Let us hope that, in her old age, she may be able to look back at 
this peried of her existence with a certain amount of pleasure. 
; en 
* 


object most strongly to getting sunburnt, 
les and pink tipped noses are, in their eyes, 


LADIES, as a rule 
chiefly because freckl 
abominations. One 
of the chief preven- 
tatives of the form- 
er is daily sea- 
bathing. It is won- 
derful what aneffect 
this has on theskin, 
making it glow with 
a healthful colour, 
which all the cos- 
metics in the world 
could not equal. 
Girls who have pre- 
viously been afraid 
to venture forth 
from the precincts 
of their homes in 
the heat of the day \.\ \ 
can, by simply \, 
making ita practice 
to take a morning 
dip in the sea, sail 
forth while the san 
is blazing down at 
almost tropical heat. 
without even thr 
absistance of ¢ 
friendly sunshi 
and the chance 
20 to 1 against a ane ae ee SS 

single freckle tee Reape 

appearing on the 

surface of their pretty faces. Of course, there are cases in which 
the sea-water does vot act, but this is the exception rather than the 
rule. En addition, the male sex will be pleased to see their charmers 
splashing in the deep, This fact, girls should most certainly take 
into consideration, 


(Saturday, September 6, 1890, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS, _ 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING SEPTEMBER 13711, 15yv. 
, I 


7th September, 1839.—A Scotch paper of this date says 

“As some millwrights were going lately from Perth to Brewlal. 
bane, through Glenturrit, a little above Ochtertyre, they ola. ; nd 
an eagle make a sudden dart to the ground, and, having ey ich aa , 
picked something up, again ascend with a triumphant air He i; fi 
not, however, mounted far, when he made a eccond descent Ben 
remained motionless, On the men coming up to him, they hoard 
him lying upou the ground, with his wings expanded to tivir full 
extent ; and, on turning him over, a weasel made its escapy fr : 

the talons of the now lifeless eagle, who lay with his throat ube 
his intended prey.” y 


8th September, 1474.—Lodovico Ariosto, the most eminent 4 
of all the Italian ro, was born this day. Ferrara deri. . it 
principal celebrity from the house of Ariosto, which is maint 
m yee condition at the public expense. In this city, too, he «|i, 
and was buried in the Benedictine Church in 1533. ‘Some tin... j1/ 
the last century, the tomb of Ariosto was struck by lightniny. 1 
the iron laurels that wreathed the brows of the poet's bust 
melted by the electric fluid. 

E September, 1818.—The Rev. Dr. Halloran, tutor ts tix 
Earl of Chesterfield, was this day transported for forging a frink 
(10d. tage). The unblushing way in which the British |. 

Office in its earlier days was called upon to convey not only trated 
letters, but under franks, articles of a totally different class, wil) }y. 
perceived from the following cases, taken from the first an: ji) Rg Dsoul 
report of the Postmaster-General :—“ Fifteen couples of heusi{s If we 
Two servant maids going as laundresses to my Lord Ambas<.i.r 
Meltmen ; Doctor Crichton, carrying with him a cow, and diy.-ry 
necessaries. . . . A deal case with four flitches of bacon.” Franking 
orthe privilege of receiving and sending letters free of postage. was 
claimed by the House of Commons in 1660. : 
—_ Thas w 
10th September, 1607.—In the Bath Chronicle of this “ber 
date was the following note :—“ A Mr. Foulton has proposed tu the Jp! tla 
American Government a plan to destroy the British navy. Itistu ie Thee 
effected by an gore called a torpedo, filled with combustiti.<, MB soua 
placed under the bottom of the ships, and when exploded to biuw MM ! fiz 
them into the air.” chee 
— you'y 
llth September, 1769.—There died this day, in Murs 
Street, St. Giles’, one Peter Brenan, at the age of 104. He was 
6 feet 8 inches high, and was called Long Meg, of Westminster, 
He had been a soldier ever since he was 18 years old. 
12th September, 1806.—Lord Chancellor Thurlow, vi. “Look 


died on this date, was a great swearer. His mace bearer, who hal 
attended him to the Court and the House of Lords for years in 
awful silence, thinking one day that he saw something like a snile 
on his face, ventured to simper out, “ My lord, this isa fine day” 
“D— you and the day too,” thundered out his lordship, aud 
the mace bearer henceforth was dumb. 


“18th September, 1767.—In the churchyard at Asbrilce, 
Somerset, is, or was, a gravestone thus inscribed :— 


“ John Bilbie, of this parish, clockmaker, who died September 13th, 1767, ag-i 


33 years. 
“ Bilbie, thy 
Movements kept in play 
For thirty years or more 
iy talanas or thy 
1 nce or thy 
Mal 
And 


Tappan 
rid! 

ietinbe 
word 6 


nspring’s broken, 
thy movements 
Cease to work.” 


THE PRODIGAL’S RETURN. 


LIKE many another romantic youth of his age, he had ten 
fatally eng taper pay happens to most of us once in our i 
so he left his stool at the iawyer’s office, with its dear old a 
tions of deed-engrossing, falsifying the stamp-book, aud spendin: 
the luncheon half-hour on the Thames Embankment, and went in 
for acting. It was awful work, on tour with a crowd of barn 
stormers, and he never got time to drop his aged and exprctan 
parents a post-card. But they bore up, and dreamed of the «a; 
when he would return to knock the stuffing out of Irving ar 
chip whole corners off Wilson Barrett. They waited—oh 
they waited !—and, at last, a letter came :—* Dear Moth 
company has bust! Will you meet me, on the outsk f 
town, at dusk, with 9 pair of trousers, some boots, and a blanket 
I find I have ¢ hat. Your misled son, © ARTURIO CORNLE. 


“Ali 
ame 
ddres. 


eae eens 
TIME FOR SPOONING. L 

“T'vE read in a book,” said he, 
“That up at the bloomin’ pole— SL 


Where the Eskimo chevys the sea lions 
An’ fishes for seal through a hole, | 
That the evening’s six months long "— 
He'd been squeezing her all the time. | 
And she murmured, as though from her inmost svul. 
“Oh, ’Enery ! how sublime!” 


A RIGHT SORT OF “MISSUS.” 


In the Bugginsville Gazette,a prize of £500 per annum \ 
offered for the man who could point out the most perfect irl lor 
wife. To show that the business was perfectly eo repo 
was to be accompanied by a formal affidavit of fact. Mr. Jones’ 
Slocum Podgers ran—“1, John Jones, of Slocum Podger, Bure 
retired bina ealer’s junior clerk, make oath and say that ( harlott 
Anne Snicknaught, though of theage of twenty-one, has never! 
single occasion uttered a wish for any single new article of wea 
apparel, jewellery, or anything of a like character. She has never 
any occasion uttered the least word of ill-temper, etc., etc. : 

They made up their minds that Jones should have that pr 
right away. “ Hallo !” cried the sub-assistant deputy-editor a i 
Bugginsrille Gazette, “why, I have just found out that that the 
girl's deaf, dumb, blind and paralytic.” Ect 
There was a silence such as you could have heard a fly dvin= 
tight rope on a single hair. . 

“Hand over the pieces,” said Jones,,“ the affidavits are true 
the same.” 


ODE. 
THERE was a young scholar named Thorn, 
Who wished he had never been born, 
For a young honey bee 
Had discovered, you see, 
The place where his—er—garments were torn. 


~ ALLY SLOPER’S 
FREE LIFE INSURANCE. 


——_-.__ —. 


£15 will be paid by Ma. GILBERT DALZIEL. is a 
prietor of * \LLY SLOPER'S HALF-Honipasy ” 
neet-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl (Rarlwar 
on duty pede Grey a should happen to meet with heser ne 
ina Railway Aceident, in any part of the United oo) 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of © ALLY SLOPER™ 0” 
HoniDay” ¢s found upon the Deecased at the time of Oe” 
“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-Honipay” éx published throng!" | 
UVnited Kingdom every Thursday morneng at 10 o'clock. ee 
dusurance lasts one vecek from that time, eepiring at 106% 
| the foilowing Thursday morning, 


50. saturday, September 6, 1890.) 
; THE COURAGEOUS KETTLE. 
i Lys been discovered by certain scientists that a kettle kept on the boil is 
+ jestrover of bacteria, bacilli and other dangerous germs, 
e— 
vedale . We hear of many 
tved S ) articles all good 
ently for disinfect- 
e had vee 2 ing— 
tand \ : = \ For instance, sul- 
fon | - phur and the like, 
ir full to kill Disease’s 
Vrem germs ; 
nt by But a much more 
simple remedy is 
Science now direct- 
nent ing— 


In short, the good 
old kettle is now 
praised in highest 
p terms, 
Whene'er the bold 
teria, the mi- 
crobe and bacillus 
Should prowl 
around our dwell- 
ings with _ their 
foul, insidious 


= 
sting, 
Tuould seem there is no need for any dread or fear to fill us, 
If we necd a sure preventative we only have to sing— 
“ Polly put the kettle on, 
That always is its mettle on; 
So, please to put the kettle on, 
And germs will flee !"” 


Tins we see kind Mother Nature doth provide us simple measures 
Whereby to combat fell disease, if promptly we take heed ; 


! tite jind this example shows us, that among her useful treasures, 
Staal jie common or kitchen kettle doth deserve our noblest meed. 


\on always keep your kettle up to boiling point, twill aid you 
lo tight against infection, and to make dtoaen take wings. 

». cheer up, and pray remember, when bacilli would invade you, 
You've but to have a fire kept up and merrily to sing— 


Hoe “Polly, put the kettle on,” ete. 
teow 
inst ‘ Sree aaa 


AN EXCUSE FOR HIM. 
Ww, vhofl © Look at this ‘ere picture of Folkestone, painted by Mounseer 
ho had M'rippand,” said Mrs, Clumberbump. “ Ain't it purty?” “Humph !” 
years inffrauted Mr. C. “1 don’t think much of it.” “But you must 


stile. ucinber, my dear, that it’s done by a Frenchman as don't know 
ve dav BB word of English.” 
lip, aud — 
; Each Week Complete in Itself. 
xbridge, Rae 
? 
vauPtOPER’S WEEKLY PRESENTS. 
The Friend of Man gives Two Substantial Presents away every 
i tu Purchasers of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY "—one to 
Lady,and one toa Gentleman, Cut out and fill in the Label 
itd below, eepressing a wish what you are in want of, and post 
ALLY'S “PRESENT” DEPARTMENT, 
“ The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 
Ipplicants must write distinctly in left-hand corner of 
had he op wither it isa Lady or Gentleman applying. 
ir lives 
1 assovia ub \ ’ ea " 
‘av gm Ally Sloper’s Half-Holiday,” September 6th, 1890. 
L went in 
of barn 
aX Jn tan 
the day 
Ving ne 
-oh, how 
her,—Oug 
rts of tha 
Hea * “Sloper Watches” will not be given, 


188th WEEK. 
LIST FOR AUGUST 28rd. 
The following Applicants have been given 
‘SLOPER PRBESENTS.”? 


‘J. KENNEDY, 90 King Street, Renton, 
A LADY'S UMBRELLA. 
2-57 GEORGE WOOLLEY, Charlbury, OXON. 
A BANJO. 


TOOTSIE’S MATRIMONIAL AGENCY. 


drertiscments will be inserted in this = 
mm tree of charge, provided the 
es Mameand Address are inclosed, 
fur publication, but as a guarantee 
yood fuith, Tootsie undertakes to 


DUMBARTON. 


t soul. 


poum W 
t yirl for 
ach repel 
Jones.¢ 
Burse 
roger unopened, and post-free, all 


che s received in’ reply to the adver- 
ne ments, Address— 
xs new TMDTSIE, “MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” 


“THE SLOPERIES,” 


Ae 99 Shoe ane, London, E.C. 
C that thee Fae 

IE, whose real age is 25, but who 
y doing ks much younger, would like to corres- 


young gentleman with a view to 
lope is 


2 


are true ® 


) 


_ \. & young gentleman in good posi- GERTRUDE (Aged 18). 

tn would like to meet with an accom- 

“! Soung lady (one with means preferred), with a view to matrimony. 
ris 24 years of age, 5 ft.7 in. in height, dark, and in good position. 
‘1 photo, in confidence, to—“ JACK,” Tootsie’s Matrimonial Agency. 


: DY, aged 36, looks much younger, fair, petite, would like to 
= ‘spond with a gentleman, not under 38, with a view to marriage. 
' 1s well connected, well educated, and would make an excellent wife. 

, With full particulars and photo, to—“ MOLONGLO,” Tootsie’s Matri- 


Bl Aveney, 


of. and GENTLEM AN, aged 34, is desirous of meeting with a lady 
ue iv ve |, Nt 25, with a view to matrimony. Advertiser is tall, fair complexion, 
if *«l position, Address, with photo, in strict eonfidence—* INYONI,” 
Matrimonial Agency. 
ov” * a -_ 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


—— 


*,° A Prize of £100 and the “ AWARD OF MERIT " will be given 
to anyone who can prove shat these letters are not genuine, 


STANLEY VILLA, 517 CALEDONIAN Roan, N., 
August uth, 1&vo, 

My Dear Mr. SLoPER,—Many, many thanks for the“ Award of 
Merit” which you have so graciously bestowed upon me, and 
which awaited me upon my return to town, 1 have long 
considered that your indisputable claims asa cricketer have not 
received due recognition at the hands of the cricket authorities, 
and it is certainly surprising that your honoured name was not 
among those of the selected Eleven that so worthily upheld the 
reputation of Old England at the Oval However, it is not yet too 
late, and perhaps a quiet talk, and the production of a bottle of 
your best “ Unsweetened,” may soften the hearts of the Oval and 
Manchester “bigwigs.” I am sure that the appearance of the 
F,O.M. would be the signal for tremendous applause as he made 
his way to the wickets, even if the extent of his achievement were 
his introduction to the list of members of “Ye Worshipful Com- 
panie of Spectacle-makers,” which, to the delight of “the many,” 
is annually compiled by, yours very sincerely, 

ENRY V. L. STANTON (“ Wanderer"). 


WooDLANDs, MELTON MowbRAY, August 21st, 1890, 
DEAR ALLY,—I have to-day received the “Award of Merit,” 
together with your note. Iam very much obliged to you for the 
same, and feel pleased that | am enrolled amongst the order of 
F.0.8, Wishing you every succeas, | am, yours faithfully, 
J. B. MASON, F.O.S, 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. : 
No, 25.—HE Has a “Nice LITTLE SUPPER "—OF PICKLES! 


Bop knights and fair dames, to my harp give an ear, 
Of love and of war and of wonder to hear ; 

And you haply may sigh in the midst of Psd glee 

At the tale of A. SLOPER and fair Tottie G.! 

Oh ! see ye yon carle in the bonnie “ Black Dog,” 
With a frown on his face that would poison a frog? 
And see r yon youth by the carle standing nigh, 
With a thumb to his nose and a wink in his eye? 


That irascible bloke with the cat killing look 

Of a fiend on his face is the doughty Dook Snook. 

But what Nemesis moves him! and what does he crave ?— 
Bitter vengeance, dire vengeance on SLOPER the Brave ! 


And the youth, as his nasal dimensions declare, 

Is the wild Alexandry, The Eminent’s heir. 

But, pray, what does he crave! “If yer'll tip me two pun 
And er box er cigars, the voul deed shull be done!” 


‘Twas the witching weird hour when the ghosts are abroad, 
And the lights were extinguished in SLOPER'S abode, 

As the Blissville front door by a latch-key was oped, 

And two figures their way to the library groped. 


Then A. SLOPER said softly, while lighting the gas, 
“ We can here have a nice little supper, my lass ! 
Mra. S. is asleep ; and, if not, she would ne'er 

Have the slightest conception of finding me here /” 


So, with tender devotion and limitless love, 

He removed Tottie Goodenough’s mantle and glove, 

And brought forth, from the place where they'd secretly lain, 
The recherché repast, the delicious champagne ! 


“Bring your chair up, my darling : at ease we may sup, 
Without fear of a slip ‘twixt the lip and the cup, 

That infernal Dook Snook very artful ie be, 
But he ne'er can bowl out an old dodger like me!” 


But, when SLOPER sat down on his long disused chair, 
Lo! a heartrending, soul thrilling shriek rent the air, 
And Dame Sloper appeared. .. . Ah! we will not intrude, 
If you please, on the tableau of war that ensued ! 

* s : ? s 


‘Twill suffice if we say that the crafty Dook Snook 
Has exchanged his fierce frown for a jubilant look ; 
And that SLOPER the Brave, by a termagant wife, 
Has been thrashed within just half an inch of his life; 
And that Alex. received his reward with a grin 

For his ‘cuteness in planting that deadly bent pin! 


———_>———_ 


A BRIGHT EXAMPLE. 

WHEN mamma came back from the seaside, she couldn't get 
little Tommy, who had been left at home, to say his prayers of an 
evening. Try him as she would, he wouldn't say a word ; yet nurse 
had had strict instructions to set him a good example during the 
maternal absence. At last he had to be cross-examined. 

“Didn't nurse say anything of a night before she went to bed, 
Tommy?” 

“Oh, yes, she did; but they wasn't prayers.” 

“What did she say?” . 

“Oh! she said, ‘Oh! wouldn't I just give a month’s bloomin’ 

to be woe o’ my ’Enery, what's bin sent by a crewil 
Guvvernment to the Bermudys !’” 
Need we add that nurse has since received the Order of the Push? 


PRIZE COMPETITION. 
£1:1:0 and the “SLOPER AWARD OF MERIT” hare been 
presented ta 
J. EDWARDS, 5 Gladsmuir Road, Upper Holloway, N., 
Jor the Best Nursery Rhyme, having for its first Line the words, 
A THING NAMED MARMADUKE WOOD. 


A THING named Marmaduke Wood, 
A “masher” would be if it could ; 

*T was a pity its mother at birth didn’t smother 
This sample of British manhood. 


ALLY SLOPER’S POOR BOX. 
aes 
*,* Subscribers of not less than a Shilling will receive (post- 
Sree) a Cabinet size Photograph of A, Storer, Ksq., F.O.M. 


SUBSCRIPTIONS ACKNOWLEDGED LAST WEEK, £38 Os. 11}7. 
ALLY SLOPER, Esq. (weekly subscription), £1; “Hopr,” Is. Gd.; EB. If. S., 
Is. 3d.; J. TURNER, 18.; CONNIE SCHULTZ, 28.; J. FORTY, 18.; W. HARRISON, 
1s; “AN ADMIRER IN THE Far EAST, 5s.; C. L, MILLAR, 1s, 
Making a total received up to August 26th, 1890—£39 14s, 84d. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


Wat two things did M. Jacques simultaneously break ?—His 
fast and the record. : 

Why is the site of Mildew Hall like Lady Dunlo?—Decause it 
has been Bilt-on. 

THE RIGHT WAY TO (H)EAT OPIUM.—Throw it in the fire. 

A Cart that ought to stay on the Tiles.—The Tip-cat. 

Why is it impossible to rid London of all its fowl ?—Because 
there will always be two Ns in it. 

GEOGRAPHICAL MEM.—Is the peak which Mr. Stanley brought 
home on his cap one of the Mountains of the Moon? 

VERY HEAVY FATHERS—Some of the Society pelt ys: 

“ DEARER THAN LIFE "—The means of livelihood, 


na 
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SLOPER'S SELEOT LIBRARY. 
CAPTAIN GREGORY’S LEG. 


(A Mespactous RomANce OF MERCENARY MAtrRIMONY.) 
> 


CHAPTER TF. 

CAPTAIN GREGORY was gram, and short, and fat, and rheumy, 

and rumy. fle also wore a wooden leg. ft was strapped on by 

some secret arranve- 
-———-, ment, and on ordinary 
occasions, when walk- 
ing, it was not particu 
larly obtrusive above 
where the ankle would 
have been in an ordinary 
leg of Hesh and bone. 
It was more observable 
when a gale of wind 
blew, for then the trouser 
ley flapped round the 
limb hike a flag that 
would) not) brave the 
breeze. But it was when 
in a state of absolute 
repose that the captain's 
leg was most obtrusive. 
When the captain pro- 
posed to sit down ona 
chair or a bench, he 
had either to sit) on 
the edge of the chair to 
give his leg a rest at an 
angle of forty - five 
degrees, or, if he Iny 
back, to let it stick out 
on the horizontal prin- 
ciple, as if it were the 
handle of a wheel- 
barrow. 

Captain Gregory's leg 
had been bitten off. It 
was bitten off by a shark. It was never known whether the shark 
liked the ley or not, because the captain did not wait till it came 
back for more. The leg had subsequently been bitten several 
times, mainly by dogs, But no dog had been known to bite it 
twice, They all failed to make either end meat, and seemed to 
have resolved that it was hard lines to makea living off wooden legs. 

The captain loved his wooden leg. It didn’t require to have a 
boot at the end of it. It was handy to poke the fire with, Its toe 
didn’t want warming, nor was the limb ever rheumatic, 

And, like many economical people, he was rich. 

And, like many rich people, he was mean. 

And, like many economical, rich and mean people, he also loved. 

But he was not loved in return, Like many a rich old fool 
before him, he had 
fixed his mature 
affections ona youth- 
ful maiden, and the 
youthful maiden 
would have none of 
his wooing. She 
loved Another, and 
the Another was ridi- 
culously = poor and 
comparatively good 
looking. Her parents 
favoured the suit of 
Captain Gregory, The 
heart of the maid 
yearned towards the 
poverty stricken 
youth, 

The stern captain 
wooed in vain. The 
stern parents stormed 
in vain. The maiden 
only sighed and said 
“Nay!” She never 
told she loved 
Another, except when 
alone wit the 
Another; and as the 
Another only — ap- 
peared at the back 
gate after the moon 
was due, the stern 
parents were ignorant 
of any reason for her 4 
obstinacy, and the less likely were they to learn, because, with 
subtle cunning begot of Jove Another had squared the family 
dog, which * bayed no deep mouthed welcome on his coming.” 

The maiden’s father was impatient to have the captain as a son- 
in-law who might be approached for an occasional 1O UL The 
maiden’s mother saw inthe captain one on whom she would like to 
shed all the blessings of amother-in-law. The captain brought gifts 
of jewellery. The father threatened bread-and-water and a locked 
room. The mother shed tears, and asked that Mary—that was the 
maiden’s nnme—should confide the nature of her objection to the 
captain's overtures, The maiden sighed. The mother cried. The 
father lectured. And the captain retired tothe backyard and swore, 

Then the siege was renewed. Then more tears, nore talk and 
more profanity; but constant dropping wears away stone, and 
Mary at last consented to give a reason why she would not marry 
the captain. It was not the true reason, but it would do to tem- 
porise with. “She could not marry a man who wore a pin leg!” 


Captain Gregory. 


When walkiny, it was not obtrusive. 


The stern captain wooed in vain. 


It was a shock to the captain when he heard it. That he should 
have to give up his comfortable wooden pin was discomfiting. 
But love conquers all. That night Captain Gregory wrote off for 
estimates for all kinds of artificial limbs, 

The resolve was the beginning of the captain's woe. 

(10 be continued next week.) 
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THE "F.OS.” PORTRAIT GALLERY. | AT MRS. FLUTTERMOUTH'S “AT HOME.” 


MEM. FROfA THE BRINY. 
A “Towel” Horse, 


No. 167.—Mr. Jonn CornteEtt, F.O.S, 


“ JOHN CORLETT, although not a native of the Fatherland, He (who has been vainly endeavouring to think of some subject for conversation). 


has a little of the German sausage disposition about him, inas- most a ate song to sing to a deaf person, Miss Hatergaok ? A 

much as the early part of his career is a mystery. The first She. 2s me, I am net good at conundrums. I give it up. . ; 
opportunity we have of introducing Plump Johnny (nickname He. Well—er—"“ Come back to Erin,” wouldn't it? GOT ’EM AGAIN! 

given to him by his friends) to our readers is on Newmarket [And the way she looked at him would have turned a live cinder into a penny ice. Or, the after effects of a night's “ pleasure.” 


tient when he was about twenty. Morning after moral ag a 
lad of great corpnlence was seen hovering round the sta rs 
of some of our great trainers; and although oaths, books, straps, ASTONISHING TH E NATIVES. 
horse shoes, whips, etc., were liberally bestowed on him, they 
altogether failed to disturb the equanimity of our friend. When 
asked his business, an idotic grin was the only response obtained 
by his interrogators. After this John was looked upon as @ 
harmless lunatic, and allowed to wander where he pleased. But 
was our hero really an idiot ? Far from it; fur although always 
appearing to wear vacant expression, John was learning 
valnable stable secrets, which afterwards brought him heaps of 
muney, besides obtaining for him the title of ‘Champion tout of 
Fngland.’ From that time to this, our hero has always 
been a familiar figure on English racecourses, and is now one of 
the most respected men in the racing world. Chiefly because he 
is the ‘Pink ‘Un,’ Corlett was created F.O.S. and the ‘Sloper 
Award of Merit’ presented to him November 14th, 1885," — 
Debrett Improved. 


g pints of good 'ome-brewed. What cher, old ‘un !"——(4). But “ mine host” was 
doocid fine gal! Ah! that wink fetched ‘er, eh "——(2). “See me chuck ‘er undar | short tempered churl, and didn't relish swa’ 


owing his pipe and being drenched wit!: 
the chin! Tchick!" “Fine Gal.” “Take that, you little half starved monkey! I'll 


mild ale.- As 'Arry subsequently remarked, “ he cut up uncommon rough!” 


AT THE BOTTOM OF IT. 


JESTERS—ANCIENT AND MODERN. 


learn yer manners !"——(3). 'Arry. “Cheer hup, Alf! "Ere we are at the ‘Pig and 
‘arrow. Now to give mine ‘ost a ‘hearty slap on the back and shout for a couple of 
‘Tis truly said, it takes a wise man to be a fool ! 
' 
' 


 \IMMUNNMANNN 

/ MA VA 

Ist Lady. Are you really twenty-seven? Why, you don't look a bit Zs, PAIN. 
more than nineteen. A . | 


| 2nd Lady. And you, though you say you're twenty-four, really and 


Of course, you think madness is at the bottom >f all this, but it isn’t ; it's only @ « Forte 


truly don’t look more than seventeen. honr joker,” as they call the Yankee alarm clocks, at.! poor old Hickory Maypole cant gett 


“The 16-pounder will be in the han‘s of all the Volunteer batteries 


who care to adopt it by next year.”"— Vide Daily Paper. (They go and have tea together. wink of sleep because of it. 
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